Siam
heart aweary and whitening hair. The fact
admits of no disguise; the day has come, the
cycle of my life is closed.
The wasps continue to invade my little
room, wasps and buzzing flies; before the little
sealed glass-cases and the little dead things,
they describe their foolish curves. The time
is near, however, when they will go to sleep
or die; but they, too, have no doubt felt
the influence of tradition, that they come
thus merrily to renew acquaintance with a
pkce which has so long been closed, where
they used formerly to dance their whirligigs
in my company. The smallest insects, so
they say, repeat eternally the same things in
the same places, just as the tiny mosses and
wild flowerets live and live again for centuries
in the same corner of the wood.
To turn over the leaves of this ancient, out-
of-date review, 1 have seated myself near the
open window. The late October sun is sinking
over the plain of Aunis which I can see beyond
the neighbouring roofs and the ramparts* On
the limit of the horizon there are still the
same woods, adjoining those of Kmoise, ssA
the line of their configuration has not beea
changed.   In the distance, amidst the meadows,
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